A     LONDON     YEAR

of the Black Rod to summon ' the faithful Com-
mons *.

You stand watching, trying to sort it out, trying
to find words to express the feeling that here is
summed up in one great wave of colour, one splendid
pageant, something sacred at the heart of the nation,
something which it is almost sacrilege for a foreigner
to see because he might so easily misunderstand.
It is the same c something' that drew the caps from
the heads of the crowd outside when the big gold
coach went by, something that caught in the throat,
something that slips through a net of words. It is
something old and English that is renewing itself in
this pageant, something that seems to say that
yesterday and to-day are linked and become one
in the reality of race. It is the kind of feeling that
would assail a man if all his family portraits came
suddenly to life and he could speak with the dead
from whose loins he sprang. . . .

Down below at the Bar of the House of Lords is a
furtive shuffle. The ' faithful Commons ' gather to
hear the speech of the King.

The King rises.

e My relations with Foreign Powers continue to
be friendly . . . my Government . . . my Secre-
tary of State for Foreign Affairs . . . my Army . . ,
my Navy . . . my Empire . . .'

He continues to review current problems in
archaic language, and that queer feeling comes
again. This is very old, and just as it should be !
It touches something near the roots : it is so dignified,
so assured, so beyond any suspicion of mummery,
so splendid to be part of. . . .

The voice ceases. There is another rustle of bows.
The trumpets call again. It is over !
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